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There was an immediate outcry, and a great babbling of
voices, but the natives did not seern to be able to make up their
minds what to do. One of Helfritz?s men proceeded to prepare
a delicious meal for their entertainment, and, taking advantage
of this ruse, the explorer managed to slip out with his camera.
He was accompanied by three armed men. He found that the
town was built on three hills, each of them being a heap of ruins
with mighty squared stones partly covered by the sand. Inter-
spersed among and above the ruins were the miserable mud huts
of the jealous population.

Arriving at the top of one of the hills Helfritz wras pelted by
the women, who came out of their houses to insult the stranger
who had come to rob them. The boys were more friendly,
however, but even they would not reveal the inscribed stones
which he wished to photograph, and which according to rumour
existed in large numbers. Hurrying on, the little party reached
the second hill, so far having made no important discovery. In
feverish haste, and always taking photographs, Helfritz began
to look for himself. Suddenly he came upon a big squat stone
in which the old Sabaeic letters were chiselled, but which at
the moment served as the threshold to a filthy goat's pen. But
there was no time to delay. All round came the noise of the
excited natives, and they dashed on to the third hill. There he
had his reward, for in a little depression he could see the beauti-
ful ruins of the ancient Palace of Kings, the gigantic walls of
which showed clearly above the sand and boulders.

By this time three Shabwa men were running excitedly
towards them; but Helfritz rushed into the ruins, took a few
snaps, and then, running round in a different direction, avoided
the three Shabwas and went back to the rest-house. Here
everything was in a state of confusion. Having eaten all the rice
provided, the natives were hinting that the time had come to
kill the invader. Hastily all the belongings of the expedition
were packed into the saddle-bags, and Helfiitz and his men
went out.

By this time Ambarak and his stalwart tribesmen had begun
to fight with the assembled Shabwas. Shots were being fired;
but in the turmoil it was impossible to distinguish friend from
foe. A very confused battle resulted, but the snipers on the roofs